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HE flutters his night-black plumes,
The raven, grim and gaunt, O'er a desert of tumbled-down tombs
That was his ancient haunt.
The wind blows keen from the sea,
In a wintry dawn of day, Salt and bleak through brake and tree,
And wet with the sea fog grey.
The bonny black eye of the bird
Plashes the sunlight free, And his croak is the gayest you ever heard,
As an elf's in his devilish glee,
His claws are entangled in hair That gleams in the morning gold ;
Tresses they are of a radiance rare. Awash in the sea foam cold.
And the waves run in on the land, With a wail of storm and rack,
Over the silver strips of sand, Over the marshes black.